The YrAgtdie of Richard D . of 

And ten to one, is no impeach in Wanes. 

Fight, and take him. 

Clif. I, I,fo llriues the Woodcockc with the gin. 

•Jsforth. So doth the Gunnte llruggle with die nec. 

Forki So trinmphes Theeues vpon their conquered booty. 
So true men yceld by robbers .ouer-matcht. 

No'th, What will your grace hauc done with him? 

Quern. Braue warriours,C/i/^and Fforthumberland. 
Come make him Hand vpon this Mouleiiill here, 

That aymdc at Mountaines with outflrctched armc. 

And parte d but the fhaddow with his hand. 

Was it you diat reuelde in our Parliament, 

And made a preachment ofyour high deicent? 

Where are your mefTc of Sonnes to oadte you now? 

The wanton £dftW,andthe luflic George? 

Or where isthat valiant Crookchackt procicgie? 

‘Diclity your Boy ,that with his grumbling voyce, 

Was wont to cheare his Dad in mutenics? ,j. 

Or among!! the reft,whcre is your darling Rutland? 

Lookc Yorkfil dipt this Napkin in the blood 
That valiant Clifford with his Rapier poynt. 

Made iffue from the boofome of thy Boy: 

And if thine eyes can water for his death, 

I giuc thee this, to dry thy cheekes vvithall. 

Alas poorcTori^, But that I hate thee much, 

1 fhould lament thy miferable Bate: 

I prcthcc grieue,to make me merry, Torl^i 
Stampe 3 raue,andfret,that 1 may ling and daunce. 
Wh 3 t?hath thy fierieharc fo partcht thine entrailes, 

That not a teare can fall for Rutland! death? 

Thou wouldft be feede I fee to make me fport. 

York? cannot fpeake.vnlefTe he weare a Crowne- 
A Crowne for Yorke? and Lords bow low to him. 

So : hold you his hands while Ido fet it on, 

I, now lookeshehkcalving. 

This is he that tooke King Henries Chairc, 

And this is he was his adopted heire. 

But how is it that great P Uintagenei^ j s 



Y orke , and Henrie the fixt. 

Is crownd fo foone,and broke fefs holy oath? 

As I bethinkemc,youlhouid not be King, 

Till our Henrie had fhooke hands with death. 

And will you impale your head with Henries glorie. 

And robbe his temples of the Diadem 
Now in his hfe,againft your holy oath? 

Oh,tis a fault too too vnpardonable. 

Off with the Crowne,and with the Crowne his head. 

And whilli we brcath,take time to doe him dead. 

Chf. T hats my office, for my fathers death. 

Queen. Yet (fay, and lets heare the Orifons he makes. 
Tork.She wolfe of France, hot worfc than wolueso f France, 
Whole tongue more poyfon’d than the Adders tooth: 

How ill belccming is ic in thy fexc, 

Totriumph hkean Hwazonian trull 
Vpon his woesjwhom Fortune captiuates? 

But that thy face is vizard hke,vnchanging, 

A] ade impudent by vfcofeuilldecdes: 

I would allay, proud Qoeenc to make thee blufh: 

To tell thee of when-; e thou art,(rom whom deriu’de, 

Fvvere lhame enough to fhame thce,toert thou not fhamlcs, 
1 hy father beares the tipe of King ofTfavles, 

Oiboth the Sif sties and lerufalem, 

let not fo weaJthieas an Englifh Yeoman. 

Hath that poore Monarch taughetheeto infult? 
t liccdes not.or it bootes thee not proude Qiieene, 

Vnlefle the Adage mull be vei efide, 

1 natLeggers mounted,runnc their horfe to death. 

is beautie,that oft makes women proud, 
but God he wots, thy (hare thereof is fmall. 

is gouernement,that makes them moll admirde 

i- cont mrie doth make thee vvondred at, * 

Js vertuc makes them feeme deuine, 

_ ie want thereof makes thee abhominable. 
f , 1 3rt as oppo/ite to eucry good* 
stbeHnttped.es ^ rcvnto.vss: 

Gr as the South to the Scptcntrio n. 
ygcrs-hartjwxapt.in a womans hide' 
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